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and we demanded a raise in pay. The mill
owners countered by refusing to "recognize"
the union. They would deal with the men
only as individuals. A strike was called, and
the union won. We recovered our raise
in pay and signed a new contract. The
strike was off in September after two long
months of idleness, and within a few days
after the dust had settled we smelt the fire-
works of political oratory. I am telling it
now as it appeared to me then, and of course
I beg the indulgence of those concerned.

Bryan, the bearcat of the Nebraska ranches,
had roared with his ears back, and the land
was in a tumult "Coin's Financial School'*
had already taught the people that the "gold-
bugs" owned the country and that the people
could save themselves from eternal serfdom
only by changing the color of their money.
Bryan told the westerners that the East was
the "enemy's country" and that the gold
standard was a game by which the East was
jrobbing the West, and the only way the
people of the West could save themselves was
to move East and clip bonds or else change
the color of the money!

This is the way it looked to me as a working
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